4'Wonderful, darling," came Ivor's voice over the wire.
"Ethel Baird is opening tonight in her new show, Summer
Time. Bobbie Andrews and I have got a box. A lot of us
are going. Why not come along, too, darling?"

"How can I?" I said.

"But you're much better, darling," Ivor suggested. "My
dear girl, do ask the doctor to let you come."

I began to waver. "Of course I could ring my doctor
and ask him what he thinks," I said.

"Wonderful," Ivor approved. "He's sure to say it would
do you no end of good to get out of that stuffy room and
have a bit of fun."

"I'll call him," I promised, "and ask him if he thinks it
would hurt me to go."

The doctor gave, as his opinion, that I would be no worse
if I went to the opening, provided I came straight home and
went directly to bed. "No staying out dancing all night," he
commanded.

"Oh, I wouldn't think of it," I said hastily.

I promptly rang Ivor and told him to come around and
fetch me.

The opening was a very smart one; everybody was there.
It was wonderful sitting in the stage box with Ivor, watching
the celebrities come in. I was sitting in the front of the
box, not to miss a thing, when, who should come down the
centre aisle but Mr. and Mrs. Andre Chariot! Before I could
slither between Ivor and Bobbie into obscurity behind
them, Andre Chariot's eyes swept the stage boxes. I felt
his gaze halt and fix itself directly on my face. "That's
done it," I thought. "He'll be furious, of course."

When Monday evening came, I arrived at the stage door,
as chipper as you please. Old George, the doorman, looked
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